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ADVERTISEMENT. 


— 

publiſhed of Kotzebue's © Sea. 
NIARDS IN Pau“ have, I underſtand, 
been very generally read, the Public are in 
poſſeſſion of all the materials neceſſary to 
form a judgment on the merits and de- 
fects of the Play performed at Drury Lang 
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DEDICATION, 


— I 


2 Her, whoſe approbation of this 
Drama, and whoſe peculiar delight in 
the applauſe it has received from the Pub. 


tion derived from its ſucceſs—1 dedicate 


this Play. 
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PROLOGUE. 


WRITTEN BY RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN. 
SPOKEN BY MR. KING. 


CLAD by rude gales, while yet reluftant May 


Withholds the beauties of the vernal day ; 


| As ſome fond maid, whom matron frowns 


Suſpends the ſmile her heart devotes to love; 
The ſeaſon's pleaſures too delay their hour, 
And winter revels with protracted power: 
N blame not, Critics, if, thus 2 

t Cit dares yet the ſeaſon truſt, 
Baſk in his whiſky, and enjoy the duſt ? 
Hors'd in Cheaplide, ſcarce yet the gayer ſpark 


we bring 


Achirves the Sunday triumph of the Park; 


Scarce yet you ſee him, dreading to be late, * 
Scour the New Road, and daſh thro? Grofvenor- gne = 
Anki ti morous too !—his ſteed to ſhow, 
The hack of Rotten-row. 
Careleſs be ſeems, yet, vigilantly fly, 

Woos the ſtray glance of Ladies 
While his off heel, inſidiouſly aſide, 
Provokes the caper which he ſeems to chide. 
Scarce rural Kenſington due honour gains; 
verdure of her ruſt remains! 
Where white-rob'd miſſes amble two by two, 
Nodding to booted beaux ho do, how do?“ 
With gen rous queſtions that no anſwer wail, 


Ho vaſtly full! A*n't you come vaſtly late ? 


4 Fn't it quite charming? When do you leave town? 
Ant you quite tir'd? Pray can we ſet you down?” 
Theſe fuburb pleaſures of a London May, 

Imperfect yet, we hail the cold delay; 

Should our Play pleaſe—and you're indulgent ever 
Be your decree—** "Tis better late than never.“ 
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Ev. A, UDACIOUS! Whence is 


PIZARRO. 


lege to interrupt the few a 


pIZ Ak RO: 


Ely. Hold ! thou truſty SzcnErany! 
Fial. Ignobly born! in mind and manners 
rude, ferocious, and unpoliſhed, though cool 
and crafty if occaſion need—in yourh 2udacious 
Vill his firſt manhood—a licenſed pirate treat- 
ing men as brutes, the world as booty; yet now 
the Spaniſh hero is he ſty led the firſt of Spaniſh 
—_— and for a warrior ſo 4 gr 
Elvira ſhould leave her noble family, hei 

fame, her home, to ſhare the , humours, 
and the crimes of ſuch a lover as Pizarro ! 

Ev. What! Valverde moralizing ! But ut grant 
I am in error, what is my incentive? Paſſion, in- 
fatuation, call it as you will; but what attaches 
is deſpiſed, unworthy leader ?—Baſe 


thee to 
lacre is 


none : 
dulge the ſcorn and levity of your nature; do it 
while yet the time permits; Ge Ren hour, 1 
fear, too ſoon a 

Ex. Valverde, a prophet too! 
Val. Hear me, Elvira—Shame from his late 
defeat, and burning wiſhes for e, again 
have brought Pizarro to Peru; but me, he 
over · rates his ſtrength, nor meaſures well the 
. foe. Encamped in a ſtrange country, where 
terror cannot force, nor n buy a ſingle 
friend, what have we to hope ? The army mur- 
muring at increafing hardſhips, while Pizarro 
228 with gaudy ſpoil the gay Joes of 

his luxury ! each day diminiſhes our 


PT Bur are you not the heirs of thoſe that 


Val. 
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Val. Are gain and plunder then our oaly pur- 
poſe? Is this Elvira's heroiſm ? 71 

Ev. No, fo fave me Heaven! Aber the 
motive, means, and end of your purſuits; but 
I will truſt none of you: —in your whole army 
there is not one of you that has a heart, or ſpeaks 
ingenuouſly—aged Ls and he alone, ex- 
cepted. 

Val. He! an enthuſiaſt i in the oppoſite and 
worſe extreme! 

Ev. Oh! had I earlier known that virtuous 
man, how different might my lot have been 

Fal. I will grant, Pizarro could not then fo 
eaſily have duped you; forgive me, but at that 
event I full muſt wonder. 
Ev. Hear me, Valverde.— When firſt my 
virgin fancy waked to love, „ „I 
country's idol. Self ſelf-raiſed, and : 


of Gallo, with his ſword he drew a line 
the fands, and ſaĩd, Paſs thoſe who fear 
conquer with their leader.” Thirteen 

— and at the head of theſe the 
ground. Even at the moment 


have perceived, or thought, or felt * you muſt 
have more worth to win the knowledge of. 

Val. I preſs no further; ſtill aſſured that while 
Alonzo de Molina, our General's former friend 
and pupil, leads the enemy, Pizarro never more 
will be a conqueror. . 


Eu. Silence! 1 hear him coming; look 
. — 


|  \PIZARRO: 

perplexed —How myſtery and fraud confound 

the countenance | Quick, honeſt face, 

uf thou canſt. — 
Pixarro. ( Speaking without. Chais and ſocure 

bin; I will examine N rift 1 


(Valverde bows—Elvira laughs.) 2 
Px. Why doſt thou ſmile, Elvira ? 


Tent know the cauſe, I am te- 
. I am glad of that, becauſe I love reſo- 
lution, and am reſolved not to tell you. Now 
my reſolution, I take it, is the better of the two, 


. 


= Yes, the traitor leſt you, joined * 
tans, and became thy enemy and 

Pix. Bur firſt with wearileſs Fl 
ſued to win me from my purpoſe, and untwine 
the ſword from my determined graſp. Much he 


ſpoke of of and 
2 right, of juſtice . „ calling 


our innocent 
be They !—Obdurate heathens! They « 
Val. 1 monk our 
brethren ? 

Pix. But when he found that the ſoft folly of 
the tears he dropt upon my boſom fell 
on marble, Us Row nnd joined the foe: then, 

ing by the leſſons he had 'd in 'd 
P1zarro's ſchool, the youth DF ans 
his new allies, that foon he forc'd me—Ha! I 
burn with ſhame and fury while I own _ > 

4 
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| baſe retreat and. foul diſcomfiture to quit the 

ſhore. 

Pal. Butche hens of covenmn.in come. 

Piz. It is; I am returned—my force is 

ened, and the audacious Boy ſhall ſoon know that 

Pizarro lives, and hat—a grateful recolleAtion of 

the thanks he owes him. 

Val. Tis doubted whether {till Alonzo lives. 
Piz. Tis certain that he does; one of his ar- 

rr 

ſand is their force, as 


ſhould I retire? 
e men are to meet here, and on 


men! ungrateful and per- 
verſe! O, - full affectionate though 
wrong'd ! The Beings to whoſe eyes you turn 


3 THEM, when the pom 

— 2 are the queſtion, you treat 
as playthings or as 4 forgo 
F — then---and, if thou canſt, be 


Ev. They only babble who practiſe not re- 
fleftian, hall hink-—and thought i Glnee 
| 124 
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Pix. Ha!—there's ſomewhat in her manner 
lacly— 
{Pizarro looks fternly and ſuſpiciouſly towards 
Elvira, who meets bin with 4 ' commanding 
and unaltered eye. | 


Euter Las-Casas, ALMacRo, GonzaALo,' 


DavitLa, Officers and IS <= CPI 


LC. Pizarro,. we attend your ſummons... | 

Piz. Welcome, venerable father—my friends, 
molt welcome. Friends and fellow-ſoldiers, at 
length the hour is arrived, which to Pizarro's 
hopes - preſents the full reward of our undaunted. 
enterpriſe and lor toils. Confident. 

an ſecurity, this the foc devotes to ſolemn 
faciifice : if with bold ſurpriſe we firike on their 
folemnity---truft to your leader's word—we ſhall 
not fail. 

Alm. Too long inactive have we been moul- 
dering on the coaſt our ſtores exhauſted, and 
our foldiers murmuring— Battle Ranlel— then 
„ = arm'd, and chains for the defence- 
- Dav. Death to the whole Peruvian race ! 
Las-C. Merciful Heaven! 

Alm. Yes, General, the attack, and inſtantly ! 
Then ſhall Alonzo, baſking ar his eaſe, ſoon 
ceaſe to ſcoff our ſuffering and ſcorn our force. 
Las-C. — and preſumption are 


not in his 
lese ſhould defend his 


Alm. "Tis 
pupil. 
Pix. Speak not of che traitor—or bear bis name 


- 


ceived ; as Fiends have you acted. 
Piz. Las-Cafas ! 
Las-C. Pizarro, me !—Hear me, chief- 


core of 
thy powe! 
a5 thy de 


ning nne 8 


A TRAGIC PLAY. 
you, I ſhall return with 


nitence from 


2 


and wu peace from them. Elvira, you weep! . 


—Alas! and does this dreadful crifis move no 
heart but thine? er we? 7 rein 
Alm. Becauſe there. are no women here but 
Pix. Cloſe this idle war of words: time flies, 
and our opportunity will be loft, Chiefrains, 
are ye for inſtant battle? | 
Alm. We are. i 
Las-C. Ob, men of blood 


o 
” 


5 ” 
homicides! I curſe the 
you are united. 
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if thou canſt: then ſhall thy frailty be redeemed, 
and thou wilt ſhare the mercy thou beſtoweſt. 
Piz. How, Elvira! nid hon dens foe? | 
E. I am bewildered, grown terrified !— 
Your inhumanity—and that good Las-Caſas— 
oh ! he to me juſt now ſomething more 
than heavenly : and you! ye all looked worſe 


than earthly. 

Piz. Compaſſion ſometimes becomes a beauty. 
Hu. Humanity always becomes a conqueror. 
Alm. Well! Heaven be praiſed, we are rid of 


Son. I hope he'll join his preaching pupil, 


our muſter and our 


Val. (To Elvira.) You mark, Elvira.? 

Eu. O, yes this is beſt—this is excellent. 

Pix. You ſeem offended. Elvira fill retains 
my heart.  Think—a ſceptre waves me on. 


glory 


. 
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* 
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is my idol; _— 
and honourable. 


go you | 
Ekv. Undoubtedly ! I needs muſt be the firſt 
to hail the future monarch of Peru. 


Euter GoMEZ. 
Alm. How, Gomez! what bring'ſt — 


pe by flight he 
could nor, and we ſeized kim and his atiendane 
unrefiſting ; yet his hi — SED: 
rerneſs and ſcorn. 0 


2 Shall I 
\ Dov (wig a _ 


Oro. (To Piz.) Does your army boaſt many 
ſuch heroes as this? 
Pix. Audacious ! — This infolence has ſealed 


Cc 2 thy 
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thy doom. Die thou ſhalt, grey-headed ruſſian. 
But firſt confeſs what thou knowelt. 

Oro. I know that which thou haſt juſt aſſured | 
W 1 I. 
Piu. audacity perhaps might have pre- | 
ſerved thy life. _e | 

Oro. My life is as a withered tree—it is not 


worth preſerving. | 
Piz. Hear me, old man. Even now we march 
i 
| 
| 


againſt the Peruvian army. We know there is a 
ſecret path that leads to your ftrong-hold among 
the rocks: guide us to that, and name thy re- 
ward. If wealth be thy wiſh—- 

Oro. Ha! ha! ha! ha! 

Pix. Doſt thou deſpiſe my offer ? 

Oro. Thee and thy offer !—Wealth !—I have 
the wealth of two dear gallant ſons I have ſtored 
in heaven the riches which repay good actions 
bere— and di wy Gilt wehe do I ber 


. 


wy 1 mw oo 
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Ore. In the hearts of their huſbands and their 

Pix. Know'ſt thou Alonzo ? 

Oro. Know bim !—Alonzo!—-Know him 
Our nation's benefactor !—The. guardian angel 
of Peru! 

Pix. By what has he merited that title ? 


Oro. By not reſembling thee. 
Alm. 


is this Rolla, joined with Alonzo 
in command? ' 

Oro. I will anſwer that; for I love to hear and 
to the hero's name. Rolla, the kinſman 
of the King, is the idol of our army; in war a 
tiger, chafed by the hunter's ſpear; in peace more 
entle than the unweaned lamb. Cora was once 
aer. 5 bim; but finding ſhe preferred 
his claim, and, I fear, N 

1 ip and to Con As 
. fire. 

Pix. Romantic favage!—1 ſhall meer this 
NN. 

e Thou badg better nor! The terrors of 


yet have 
membled before God—why ſhould I tremble be- 
223 before thee, thou lefs than 


"Dev. Ancter wor, audacious heathen, and 
Oro. Strike, Chriſtian ! Then boaſt among 

thy fellows —I too have murdered a Peruvian ! 

* 2 

2 _ ber $84 

a ; | Dov. 
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Dev. Couldft thou longer have endured his 
inſults? 

Piz. And therefore ſhould he die untortured ? 

Oro. True! Obſerve, young man—your un- 
thinking raſhneſs has faved me from the rack ; 
and you yourſelf have loſt the ity of 
a uſeful leſſon; you might have ſeen with what 
cruelty vengeance would have inflited torments 
—and with what patience virtue would have 
borne them. 

Ekv, (Supporting Orozembo's bead upon her 
boſom.) Oh! ye are monſters all. Look up, thou 
rd innocent look up once more, and bleſs 
me ere thou dieft. God! how I pity thee ! 

Oro. Pity me!—Me ! fo near my happineſs ! 
Blefs thee, lady !—S eaven turn your 
Pad yr _ as I do. (Orozembo is 
borne off dying 
* 2 Away !—Davilla ! If thus raſh a ſecond 


_ Forgive the haſty i indignation which— 
Piz. 8 that 


vreteh let him depart; tis well he ſhould re- 
port the mercy which we ſhow to infolene de- 
e.—<Hark !—our are moving. 
3 (On paſſing Elvira.) If through 
means my * 
might eee 
Art. Hi a it 
is N 
not avenge their father's fate. . 
Pix. lays the flave? 
E. A parting word to thank you gr your 


mercy. 
Piz. Our and guides approach. (Soldiers 
march through the tents.) Follow me, friends— 
each 


f 
| 
| 
| 
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each ſhall have his poſt aſſigned, and ere Pe- 
ruvia's God ſhall fink beneath the main, the 
Spaniſh banner, bathed in blood, ſhall floac 
ale the watts of venaalih's Cute. [ Exeunt. 


Manxent EVI A and VALVERDE. 


Fal. Is it now preſumption that my hopes gai 
ſtrength with the i — which 1 for 
appal Elvira's ſoul ? 

Ev. | am mad with terror and remorſe ! 
Would I could fly theſe dreadful ſcenes ! 
Val. Might not Valverde's true attachment be 
thy refuge? 

Ev. What wouldſt thou do to ſave or to 
avenge me ? 

Val. I dare do all thy injuries may demand— 
a word—and he lies bleeding at your feet. 

Ev. Perhaps we will 3 of this. 
Now leave me. [Exit Valverde. 

Ev. (Alone.) No! not this reven ? 


not this inſtrument. Fie, Elvira! even for a 


moment to counſel with this unworthy traitor ! | 
—Can a wretch, falſe to a confiding maſter, be 
true to any pledge of love or honour ?—Pizarro 
will on me—yes; me—who, for his fake, 
have facrificed—Oh, God !—What have I nor 
ſacrificed for him; yet, curbing the avenging 
pride that ſwells this boſom, I till will further 
try him. Oh, men! ye who, wearied by the 
fond fidelity "of virtuous love, feek in the 
wanton's flattery a new delight, oh, ye 

infult and leave the hearts to which your ark 
ſuch TT” 8 2 


was pledged, and, ſtifling ſelf-reproach 

fear no other peril hn 

cer you injure ag deſert them, have yer the 
4 proud 
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proud retreat of an unſpotted fame---of unre- 
ing conſcience. But beware the deſpe- 

rate libertine who forſakes the creature whom 

his arts have firſt deprived of all natural protec 


tion---of all ſelf- conſolation! What has he left 
her ?---Deſpair and vengeance! - [ Exit. 


EWD OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. 
A Bank ied by a wild Mad, and Rocks, — 
Con A, fitting on. the root of @ tree, is playing 


with ber Child —A LONZO bars over them with 
_ delight axd chearfulneſs. 


Cora. OW confeſs, does he reſemble thee, or 
not ? 
* ladeed be is liker thee—thy roſy ſoftneſs, 
Ang — 
a. But his auburn hair, the colour of his 
eyes, 2 my lord's image, and my 
heart's adored ! (Preſſing the Child to ber boſom.) 
M4. The little daring urchin robs me, I 
doubt, of ſome portion of thy love, my Cora. At 
leaſt he ſhares careſſes, which ul his birth were 
Cora. Oh no, Alonzo! a mother's love for 
her ſweet babe is not a ſtealth, from the dear 
father's ſtore ; ic is a new delight that turns with 
quicken'd gratitude to Him, the author of „ 
ed bliſs. 
Al. Could Cora think me ſerious? | 
Cora. I am ſure he will ſpeak ſoon : then will 
be the laſt of the three bolydays : lowed by 
ben to the fond anxious mother's 
4. What are thoſe three ? = ek 
. D | Cara. 


PIZARRO: 

Cora. The ecſtacy of his birth I paſs; that in 
part is ſelſiſh: bait b when firſt the white bloſſoms 
of bis teeth appear, breaking the. crimſon buds 
that did incaſe them; that is a day of joy: 
next, when from bis father's arms he runs with- 
out ſupport, and clings, laughing and delighted, 
to his mother's knee; that is the mother's heart's 
next holyday : and [weeter till the third, when- 
eber his little ſtammering ton ve ſhall utter the 
gratefnl ſound of, Father, Mothe r1!-0! that is 
act oy of all ! W 
| A. Beloved Cora ! 

" Cora. Oh! my +more daily, De 

thanks to Heaven for the dear bleſſing 
PO de and the 
_ M1. To Heaven and Rolla. FW 
Ora. Tes, to Heaven and Rolla: and art 
not __ grateful to them too, Alonzo ? art art thou 
nor happy ? 

1. Can Cora afk that queſtion ? © . 

Cera. Pf then of late fo delle on hes 

my waking 


k _ Maſt not I fight againſt country, 

agaĩnſt my beben Tight id 

- . Cars. Do they nbe ſeek our dean; and 

ba ue ery bs en 
LY pa? 

ra. 1 will fly, nnd meet theein ther 

——- 3 thy infant, Cora 

| What! think you a 3 abey the 

tins Fol danger eh Je the o 

<hild ?: _ iq * bir -of 1114 

A. Con, my beloved, do you vm to ſer my 

beart at reſt ? | 


tt, 


Core. 


| Cora. Oh yes! yea! pes! 

| # Haltea then wo, the concealment in the 
| mountains ; where all our matrons and vi 

| and our . warriors” offspring, are allotted W 
the iſſue of the war. Cora will not alone reſiſt 


3 her fiſtets, and ber monaech's 


. Cora. Alonzo, ee: lee you; Ob! how 
io every moment's abſence w my fancy paint 
you, wounded, alone, abandon'd / No, no, I 
cannot leave you. 
| A. Rolla will be with me. woo ** 
Cora. Yes, while the battig rages, and where 
it rages moſt, brave Rolla will be found. He 
may revenge, but cannot fave thee, To follow 
danger, he will leave even thee. But I have 
ſworn never to forſake thee bur with life. Dear, 
dear Alonzo! can you wiſh that I ſhould break 
my vow ? 
Al. Then be it fo. Oh! excellence ig 
that's great and lovely, in cpurage, gentleneſs, 
and truth; my pride, my content, my all! Can 
there on this earth be fool who fk fr ap 
pineſs, and s by love in the purſuic ? | 
Cora. A I cannot thank you : filence is 
the gratitude of true affection: who ſeeks to 
follow it it by ſound will miſs the track. (Shout 
without. Does ne approach? EY 
_ 9 tis the e placing the guard that 
will ſurround the temple 1 the ſacriſice. 
Tia Rolm comes, the firſt and beſt of heroes, 


oo 52w 


5. 
OO: (Trumpets found.) 
— . Roiia, 
BB We Ro. (as entering.) Then place them, on the 
x bill fronting the Spaniſh camp. (Exters.} 
oy Cora. Rolla! my friend, my brother! 


_- . 
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Al. Rolla! my. friend, my benefictor how 
can our lives repay the obligations which we 
owe you? 
Rol. Paſs them in peace and bliſs.— Let Rolla 
wind it, he is over 

Cora. Look on this chid—He i is the life-blood 
| of my heart; hut if ever he euer reveres thee 


leſs than his own father, bi 's hate fall on 


* Oh, no mote What facrifice have I 
made to merit gratitude ? The object of my love 
Ans Cora's happingſs.—I ſee her happy.—Is not 
my object gain d, and am I not rewarded ? Now, 
Cora, liſten to a friend's advice. You mult 
away; you muſt ſeek the ſacred caverns, the un- 
proſan d receſs, whither, after this day's ſacrifice, 
our matrons, and cen the Virgins of the Sun, 
retire. 

Cra. Not ſecure with Alonzo and with thee, 
Rolla? . 

Rol. We have heard Pizarro's plan is to ſur- 
priſe us. — Thy preſence, Cora, cannot aid, but 
may im our efforts. 

Cara. Impede! | 

Nol. Yes, yes. Thou know'ſt how tenderly we 
love thee; we, thy huſband and thy friend. 

Art thou near us? our thoughts, our valour— 
_ vengeance. will not be our awn,—No advantage 
vill be purſued that leads us from the ſpor where 
thou art placed; no ſuccour will be given but 
for thy protection. The faichful loyer dares not 
be all himſelf amid the war, until de knows 


that the beloved of his foul is abſent from the 


peril of the fight, 
Al. Thanks to my n us this 1 would 


have urged, 
Gra. 


— 


. 
' 
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Cora. This timid exceſs of loye, producing 
fear inſtead of yalour, flatters, but does nox 
conyince me: the wife js incredulous. 

Al. And is the mother ynbelieving too? 
Cora. No more—Do with me as you pleaſe, 
MF friend, my huſband ! place me where you 
will, 

AI. My adored! we thank you both. (March 
wit bout.) Hark ! the King a to the ſacri- 
fice. You, Rolla, ſpoke of rumours of ſurpriſe.— 
A ſervant of mine, I hear, is miffiog ; whether 
ſurpriſed or treacherous, I know not. 

Rol. It matters not, We are eyery where pre 
Come, Cora, upon the altar mid 7 
rocks thou' lt implore a bleſſing on our cauſe. 
The pious ſupplication of the trembling wife, 
and mother's heart, riſes to the throne of mercy, 
a 


SCENE II. 


The Temple of the Sun: it repreſents the magnifi- 

cence of Perwvian ic : in the centre is the 
altar. — A march. — Tbe Warriors and 
King enter on one fide of the Temple. —RoLLa, 
"ALonzo, and Cora, on the other. 

Ata. Welcome, Alonzo !—{(Tp Rolla.) Kinſ- 
man, thy hand.--(T» Cora.) Bleſs d be the object 
of the happy mother's love. 
Cera. May the ſun bleſs the father of his 
people 

44a. In the welfare of his children lives the 
happineſs of their King. Friends, what 1 is the 

mper of our foldiers? | 
| Kot. Such as becomes the cauſe which they 


fupport ; 
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ſupport; their cry is, Victory or death! our 
King! our Country! and our God! 
is. Thou, Rolla, in the hour of peril, haſt 
been wont to animate the ſpirit of their leaders, 
ere we proceed aer the banners which 
thy valour knows ſo. well to guard. 

Rol, Let pever was the — of peril near, 
when to ĩhſpue them words were ſo halle needed. 
— brave aſſoci ners of my toil, my 
and my fame !—can Rolla's words add 
to the virtuous es which inſpire 
_ No—rov- have judged as I 
ve, the foulneſs of tbe — 8, ai 
theſe bold invaders would -delude yeu—Your 
r 

ich, in a war like this; can animate 

W mn minds, and ouks.— Tur, by a ſtrange 
| frenzy driven, fight- for power, for plundes, 
and extended rule — R, for our country, our 
altars, and our homes. —Tazr follow an Ad- 
venturer whom they fear — and obey a power 
which they hate—ws ſerve a Monarch whom 
we love—a God whom we adore.—Whene'cr 
they move in anger, deſolation tracks their 
greſs!—Where'er pauſe in amity, 
tion mourns their friendthip !—They boaſt, 2 
come but to improve our ſtate, enlarge our 
thoughts, and free us from the yoke of errur— 
Tes ruET will give enlightened freedom to 
aur minds, who are themſelves the flaves of: 
ſion, avarice, and .—They offer us 
protect ion— es, uch protection as vakures 
give to lambs—covering and them: 
— They call on us to e we have 
3 and proved, for the deiperate chance 
of ſomething — which they — 
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our plain anſwer this: The:throne ws'bonovr is 
the PEOPLE'S CHOICE=the un we reverendè arc 
our hrave Fathers e 
reaches us to live m N Sriowke 
- mankind, and die with hope 4 
he” grave. Tell your ade tb, 

_—_ _— Net ee 
change as would 
ge of th B. 


[ Lond foouts 
_ tha. (Enrinlby 


Rola.) Noe, ho 
theſe facred wuchs, — 
is 


comme; 
above the Mar — The Pri. 


FELT, 


bor 4 Sun arrange themſelves on either 
—— 1 


e Proc the A., an 
the folemmity "begizs—Tbe-Bovocation of 'the 
\Prieft is followed by the 'Ghorwſſes of the Prieffvani 
Hrgin— Fire ſtom above Tights upon the Aiar.— 


Fire 
The whole affenbly riſe, and join in the Thank 
TT 


giving.) Our offering is actepted. 
arms, my friends, ptepare for battle. | 


1 > : | 7 6.7 . 
TY Ener Onaxo. ; 


Ora. The enemy! 
Ata. How near? | 
Ora. From the hill's W o er- 
looked” their * forte, ſuddenly I perceived the 
whole in motion: with eager haſte they marelks 
towards our deſerted camp, W 
Ihoſt ſole ms ſucrifice. 
Na. They muſt be: met before * 
- 12a. Anqyon, my daughters, with your gear 
childrens. away to the dppointed plattiof ſafety. 


Cora. 
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Cord. Oh, Alonzo ! (Embracing biz.) | 
AM. We ihall meet | 


Rot. Not one farcivell to Rolla? | 
Cura. bin her hand.) Farewell! The 
God of war be with you: but, bring me back 


A. (Draws his fword. ) Now, my brethren, 
my fons, friends, I know your valour 
Should ill ſucceſs affail us, be deſpair the laſt 


ſeeling of bearts. If fucceſsful, let mercy 
be the Alonzo, to you I give to defend 
the narrow of the mountains. On the 


right of the wood be Rolla's ftation. For me, 
ſtraĩt forwards will I march to meet them, and 
fight until I ſee my people ſaved, or they be- 
bold their Monarch fall. Be the word of battle 
— God ! and our native land. (A march.) 

[Exreunt. 


SCENE II. 


The Wood berweeli the Temple and the Camp. - 


Euter RoLLA end Azonzo. 


Rot. Here, my friend, we ſeparate—ſoon, | 
truſt, to meet again in triumph. 
Al. Or perhaps we part to meet no more. 
— — ve are yet before our 
| army's 


Alonzo. [Exit with the Child. | 


» - 
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SCENE IV. 


A View of the Peruvian Camp, with « diflant View 
of a Peruvian Village. Trees growing from a rocky 
Eminence on one Side. ms continue. | 


Enter an Old blind Men and By. 


O. MA. Have none returned to the camp? 
One meſſenger alone. From the temple 
they all march d to meet the foe. | | 
. Men. Hark ! 1 hear the din of battle. O 
had I ſtill retain'd my fight, I might now have 
gaſp 'd a ſword, and died a-foldicr's death] Are 
2 
. Tes —I y father will be ſafe ! 
O. Man. He will do his duty. 1 — 


40 


45 


0 Max. Poor child! you nul 1 the 
n 
non beard.) Hark ! the naiſe 1s near—l hear the 
dreadful roaring of the ficry engines of theſe cruel 
— — dflence) At every ſhaut, 
with involuntary haſte I clench my hand, and 


fancy ſtill it graſpe a ſword * Alas! Ticananly 


ferve my country. by my prayers. Heaven pre- 
ſerve the Inca and bis gallant ſoldiers ! 


Boy. O father! there are ſoldiers running— 
O. Mar. Spaniards, boy? 
* No, » 


O. Man, 


_ —— 


TS — iS 
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O. Man. How! and flying from the field !— 
It cannot be. OY 
Enter two Peri Soldiers. 
O ſpeak to them, boy !—Whence come you ? 
How goes the battle ? tl 
Sl. We may not ſtop; we are [ent for the 
reſerve behind the hill. The day's againſt us. 
. { Exeant Soldiers. 


the light. | Kg 
O. Max. Thoſe are Peruvians. Do they bend 


this way? | 
Enter & Peruvian Soldier. 

Boy. Soldier, ſpeak to my blind father. 
Sol. I'm ſent to tell the helpleſs farther to re- 


treat among the rocks: all will be Joſt, I feat, 
King is wounded. ' 


* and avenge your fallen 
Orano, Officers, and Soldiers. 
: my_own fate is the laſl 
anxiety of my heart. It is for you, my people, 
thatT feel and fear. 


Old Mas and Boy advance. 
O. Man. Did I not hear the voice of an un- 
fortunate ?—Who is it complains thus? 
Ata. One almoſt by hope forſaken. 


O. Man. Is he King alive ? 
Ata. The King ſtill lives. 


ers, that protect 
| eo 
the affection of his ꝗͤ— 


ign 2 Heaven. 


5 Aud I—Ataliba— 
i-fared fugitive, without a ſword even to try 
; the er of a monarch life. 


Enter 


2 „ +» — — — 


e 2 +» — — 


a  . a * 
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may regain our line. 


| they never will deſert him. (Alarms without.) 


fear 
ſoul 


chat ſtirs, or plunge your daftard ſwords into 
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Euter Daviiza, AiMacro, and Spaniſh Sol- 


ders. 


Dav. Tis he—our hopes „* 
know him well —it is the 

Alm. Away! Follow  - "RR Avoid 
thoſe Peruvians, though in flight. This way we 


[Exennt Davilla, Almagro, and Soldiers, with 
Ataliba priſoner. 

O. Max. The King! Wretched old man, that 

could not fee his form !—Boy, would 

thou hadſt led me to the reach of thoſe ruf- 


fians“ {words ! 


Boy. Father ! all our countrymen are flying 
here for 


O. Man. No—to the reſcue of their King— 


Enter Peruvian O and Soldiers, 
the 1 2 a ug . 


Ora. Hold, I charge you! Rolla calls you. 
Officer. We cannor er hs ety Sa 
engines. 


Exter RoLLA. 


Rol. Hold, recreants! cowards !-— What, 
ye death, and fear not ſhame? By my 
A fury, I cleave to the canb the firſt of you 


your leader's heart, that he no more may wit- 
neſs your diſgrace. Where is the King ? 

Ora. From this old man and boy I learn that 
the detachment of the enemy which you ob- 


4 ſerved 
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ſerved fo ſuddenly to quit the field, have ſuc- 
ceeded in ſurpriſing him; they are yet in fight. 

Rol. And bear the Inca off a prifoner ?— 
Hear this, ye baſe, diſloyal rout! Lock there! 
The duſt you fee hangs on the bloody Spaniards” 
track, dragging wih rufhan taunts your King, 
father—Ataliba in ! Now fly, 
and ſeek your own vile ſafety, if you can. 

O. Man. Bleſs the voice of Rolla—and bleſs 
the ſtroke I once lamented, but which now 
pares theſe extinguiſhed eyes the ſhame of ſee- 
pale trembling wretches who — not 
h to ſave their 


Soldiers. Rolla! we'll follow -thee. di 
found; Rolla ors ou, feed by O . 


cers; and 
like Rolla !—And thou fun, 


O. Man. O 
ſend from thy clouds avenging lightning to his 
aid !—Haſte, my boy; aſcend fome height, 
and tell ro my imparieat terror what thou ſeeſt. 

Boy. 1 can climb this rock, and the tree 
above. (Aſcends a rock, and from thence into the 
2 .} O—now | fee chem—now—yes—and the 

paniards turning by the 
0. Man. Rolla follows ors a 
Boy. He does—he does —he moves like an 


arrow !—now he waves his arm to our ſoldiers— 


(Report 
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3 blows off the ſmoke : they 
are together. 
O. AM. Selk thou the King? | 
Bay. Yes—Ralla is near him! His ſword 
ſheds fire as be firikes! 

O. Mex. Bleſs thee, Rolla! Spare not the 


Father! father ! the Spaniards 
EA Rolls. e 


Shouts, Flouriſh, Sc. 


Euter ATAL1BA, RoLLa, and Peruvian Officers 


$. 


| 26. te the come of mp 
of what Fe. po 


the ſaviour 
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Rot. It was the hand of Heaven, net mine, 
that faved my King. 


Euter Peruvian Officer, and Soldiers. 


Nal. Now, ſoldier, from Alonzo? 

OF. Abnays gm Ob PIs the panic 
which early broke our ranks; but I fear we 
have to mourn Aloazo's loſs ; his enger ſpirit 
r | 


— an lent 
to the public claim for triumph. Now. go we 
to folfil the firſt, the molt ſacred duty which 
belongs to vicory—to dry the widow'd and 
the orphan'd tear of thoſe whoſe —— 

s cauſe. 


zun or THE SECOND ACT. 
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SCENE I. 


A wild Retreat among ca A 
and ber Child, will other Wives and Children 


Jong 
of their fitnation, with a Cron vs, 
which all join. 


1 Perwovion Woman. 
ZYLUGA, ſeeſt thou nothing yet? 
Zul. Yes, two Peruvian ſoldiers, one on 
the hill; the other entering the thicker in the 


vale. 


24 Per. Woman. One more has paſs'd. He 
comes—bur pale and terriſied. 


Cora. My heart will ſtart from my bofom. 
Euter 4 Peruvian Soldier, panting for breath. 
Wom. Well! joy or death? 

Sold. The battle is againſt us. The King is 
wounded, and a priſoner. 
Nom. Deſpair and miſery 
Cora. (he 6 font mae) y YT 

Sold. I have not feen him. 

1f Nin. Oh! whither muſt we fly? 

24 Nom. Deeper into the foreſt. 

Cora. I ſhall not move. 

Another Peruvian Soldier, (without. Victory ! 


vitary 1 

He enters haſtily. 
Rejoice ! Rejoice ! We are victorious 
| | F Nom. 
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Nom. (Springins up.) Welcome ! welcome 


thou meſſenger of joy: but the King ! 
Sold. He leads the brave warriors, wha ap- 


proach. 

(The triumphant march of the army is heard at a 
diftance —The Women and Children joia in 4 
Fo expreſſive of auxiety aud exultation.—The 
Warriors enter fiuging the Sang of Victory, is 
which all join. —T'he Ring and RoLua follow, 
and are met With rapturous and affectionate reſpect. 
Cora, during this ſcene, with, ber Child in her 
arms, runs through the ranks ſearching and in- 
 quiring for Aroxzo.) 


a. Thanks, thanks, my children! I am 
well: believe it; the blood once ftopp'd, my 
wound was nothing. (Cora at length approaches 
Rolla, zvho appears to have been muurufully avoiding 
der.) Where is Alonzo ? 

(Rolla turns away in filence.) 

Ora. (Falliag at the King's feet.) Give me my 

huſband, give this child — father. 

Ata. I grieve that Alonzo is not here. 

Cora. Hop'd you to find him ? 

Ata. Mott anxiouſly. 

Cora. Ataliba! is he not dead? 

| Ata. No! the Gods will have heard our Prayers. 
Cora. Is he not dead, Ataliba ? 

Ata. He lives—in my heart. 

Cora. Oh King! torture me not thus! ſpeak 
aut, is this child fathei leſs? | 


Ata, Deareſt Cora | do not chos daſh aſide the 
little hope that ſtill remains. 

Cara. The little hope! yet till there is bope 
Speak to me, Rolla : ou are the friend of trutb. 

. Rol. Alonzo has not been found. 

Kane, Not found ! What mean you ? will not 


Jon 
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vun, Rolla, tell me truth? Oh! let me not hear 

the thunder rolling at a diſtance ; let the bolt fall 

and cruſh my brain at once.—Say not that he is 
not found: ſay at once that he is dead. 

Rol. Then ſhould I ſay falſe. 

Cora. Falſe ! Bleffing oe bas that word ! 
But ſnatch me from this terrible ſuſpenſe. Lifc 
up thy little hands, my child; perhaps thy igno- 
rance may plead better than thy mother's agony. 

Rol. Alonzo is taken priſoner. 

5 Priſoner ! and by the Spaniards ? Pizar- 

s priſoner? Then is he dead. 

* Hope better ·l the richeſt ranſom which our 
realm can yield, a herald ſhall this inſtant bear. 

Per. Hom. Oh! for Alonzo's ranfom—our 
gold, our gems |—all ! all !—Here, dear Cora, 
—here! here! | 3 

(The Peruvian Women eagerly tear off all their 

ornaments, and run and take them from their 
chitdrea, to offer them 10 Cora.) 

Ata. Yes, for Alonzo's ranſom they would 
give all !—l thank thee, Father, who haft given 
me ſuch hearts to rule over 

Cora. Now one boon more, beloved monarch. 
Let me go with the herald. 

Ata. Remember, Cora, thou art not a wife only, 
but a mother too: hazard not your K 


and the ſafety of your infant. Among theſe 
barbarians the fight of thy youth, thy lovelineſs, 
and innocence, would but river faſter your Alonzo's 


chains, and rack his heart with added fears for 
thee. Wait, Cora, the return of the herald. 

Cora. Teach me how to live till then. - 

Ata. Now we go to offer to the Gods, FROM 
for our victory, and prayers for our Alonzo's 
ſafety. — and proceſſion. Exennt omnes. 
as 7 2 SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
| The Wed. 
Euter Cora aad Child, 


thee @ 
- Enter Rota. 


* Cora, I attend thy fummons at th" ap- 
ſpot. 

Cora. Oh my child, my boy !—haſt thou ſtill 
a father? 

Rol. Cora, can thy child be fatherleſs, while 
Rolla lives? 

Cora. Will he not ſoon want a mother too? 
* thou think 1 will ſurvive Alonzo's 
Rol. Tes! for his child's fake. —Yes, as thou 
Rats Bra tac wud 


Cora. You bid me liſten to the world, Who 
was not Alonzo's friend ? 

Rol. His parting words 

Cora. His parting words! "Wildy.) Oh, ſpeak! 

| Rot. Confign'd to me two precious truſts his 
bleſſing to his fon, and a laft requeſt to thee. 

Cora. His laft requeſt! his aff -O, name it! 

Rol. If 1 fall, d he - (and fad forebodings 
ſhook him. while he ſpoke)—promiſe to take my 
*. for Tek — — be thou a facher to my child. 


Senke N ora, I repeat this only, as my 
Tucker cher lm or hope. 
I neither cherim claim or 


Cra. Ha! does my rea 


on fail me, or what 
is 


Cora. Mild innocence, what will become of 


word to him, and we parted. — | 
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is this horrid light that preſſes on my brain? 
Oh, Alonzo ! It may be thou haſt fallen a victim 
to thy own guileleſs heart—hadſt thou been fi. 
lent, hadſt thou not made a fatal legacy of theſe 
vretched charms ——— 

Rol. Cora! what hateful ſuſpicion has — 
ſeſſed thy mind ? 7 5 

Cora. Les, yes, tis clear —his ſpirit was en- 
ſnar d; he was led to the fatal ſpot, where mor- 
tal valour could nat front a hoſt of murderers — 
He fell—in vain did he exclaim for help to 
Rolla. At a diſtance you look'd on and ſmil'd 
—You could have bed him could but did 
not. 

Rol. Oh, glorious ſun can I have deſerved 
this ? Cora, rather bid me ſtrike this ſword into 
my heart. | 
Cora. No! live! live for love! for that love 
thou ſcekeſt; whoſe bloſſoms arc to ſhoot 


from the bleeding grave of thy betray'd and 


* friend — But thou haſt borne to the 
the la words of my Alonzo! Now hear mine 
—Sooner ſhall this boy draw poiſon from this 
tortured breaſt—ſooner would I link me to the 
pallid corſe of the meaneſt wretch that pe- 
riſn'd with Alonzo, than he call Rolla father 
than I call Rolla huſband ! 

Rel. Yet call me what I am—thy friend, thy 
progetiee 

Cora. (DiftraFedly.) Away! I have no protec- 
ror but my God !—With this child in my arms 
will I haſten to the field of ſlaughter There with 
theſe hands will I turn up to the light every man- 
gled bod) —ſreking, howe er by death dis figur d. 


the — ſmile of my Alonzo:— with fearful cries I 


will fbriek out his name till my veins ſoap! I the 
ſmalleſt 
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ſmalleſt ſpark of life remain, he will know the 
voice of his Cora, open for a moment his un- 
ſhrouded eyes, and bleſs me with a laſt look: 

But if we find him not—Oh! then, my boy, we 
will to the Spaniſh at look of thine 
will win me paſſage through a thouſand ſwords — 
They too are men.—ls there a heart that could 
drive back the wife that ſeeks her bleeding huſ- 
band ; or the innocent babe that cries for his im- 
priſon'd father ? No, no, my child, every where 
we ſhall be ſafe.— A —_— mother bearing a 
poor or in her arms, Nature's paſſport 
2 world. Tes, yes, my ſon, — as 


and ſeek thy father. [ Exit with "the Child. 
Rol. (Afier — 4 of of quinn} Co Could I have 
merited one Cora, 


ſhould I —_ 7 OI not formed to 
be. —Hesz fafety muſt be my preſent purpoſe— 
then to convince her ſhe has 2 [ Exit. 
SCENE III. 
Pizarro Tent. 
Pizak xo, traverſing the ſcene in gloomy and furious 
* © agitation 
Well, capricious idol, Fortune, be my ruin 


true, —Yet ere I fall, grant me thy imile to pro- 


ſper in one act *» 


Alonzo $ death. 
Enter Ex vin A. 


AN Fx 
. Your guard did what ay 


thy work and boaſt. To myſelf 1 will Rill be 


s there? who dares ud? Why 8 
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chey knew their duty better than to enforce au- 
thority, when I refuſed obedience, 

Pix. And what is it you defire ? 

Etv. To ſce how a hero bears misfortune, 
. Pizarro, art not now collected - not thy - 
ſelf. 

Piz. Wovuldft thou I ſhould rejoice that the 
ſpears of the enemy, led by accury'd Alonzo, have 
pierced the braveſt hearts of my followers J 

Elv. No !—b would have thee cold and dark 
as the night that fullows the ftorm ; 
ſtill and . as the awful pauſe that 
Nature's convulfion : yet I would have thee feel 
aſſured that a new morning (hall ariſe, when the 
warrior's ſpirit ſhall ſtalk forth—nor fear the fu- 
ture, nor lament the 

Piz. Woman! Elvira! — Why bad not all 
my men hearts like thine ? 

Eltv. Then would thy brows have this day 
worn the crown of Quito. 

Piz. Oh! hope fails me while that ſcourge ot 
my life and fame, Alonzo, leads the enemy. 

Elv. Pizarro, I am come to probe the hero 
farther : not now his courage, but his magnani- 
mity—Alonzo is your pri 

Piz. How ! 

Etv. Tis certain; Valverde ſaw him A 
now dragged in chains within your camp. 
choſe ro bring yon the intelligence myſelf. 

Px. Bleſs thee, Elvira, for the news !—Alonzo: 
in my power !—then I am the conqueror—the | 
victory is MINE ! 7 

Elv. Pizarro, this is favage : and unmanly 
triumph. Believe me, you raiſe impatience in 
my mind to ſee the man 'whofe valour,, md 
"_ genius, awe Pizarro; whofe misfortunes 


arc 
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are Pizarro's triumph; whoſe bondage is Pi- 
zarro's ſafety. 


Piz. Guard Euter Guard. Drag here the 


Spaniſh prifoner, Alonzo ! — Quick bring the 


traitor here. [ Exit Guard. 
Ev. What ſhall be his fate? | 
Piz. Death! death! in lingering torments ! 
protracted to the laſt ſtretch that burning ven- 
geance can deviſe, and fainting life ſuſtain. 
Ev. Shame on thee! Wilt thou have it ſaid 
that the Peruvians found Pizarro could not 
conquer till Alonzo felt that he could murder? 
Piz. Be it faid—I care not. His fate is ſealed. 
Elv. Follow then thy will: but mark me; it 
baſely thou doſt ſhed the blood of this brave 
youth, Elvira's loft to thee for ever. 
Piz. Why this intereſt for a ſtranger ? What 
is Alonzo's fate ro thee ? | 
Elv. His fate !—nothing !—tby glory, every 
thing Think t thou I could love thee ſtript of 
fame, of honour, and a juft renown ?—Know me 
betrer. 
Piz. Thou ſhouldſt have known u better. 


Thou ſhouldft have known, that, once provoked 


to hate, | am for ever fixed in vengrance.— 
(Alonzo is brought in, in chains; guarded. Elvira 
obſerves Lim with attention and admiration. )—Wel- 
come, welcome, Don Alonzo de Molina; tis 
long fince we have met: thy mended looks 
thould ſpeak a life of rural indolence. How 
is it that amid the toils and cares of war thou 
daſt preſerve the healthful bloom of careleſs 
eaſe? Tell me thy ſecret. 

Al. Thou wilt not profit by it. Whate'er the 
roils or cares of war, peace ſtill is here. (Putting 
is hand to his heart.) th Es 
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Piz. Sarcaſtic boy 

Etv. Thou art anſwered rightly. Wh 
wuüh the unforrunate ? _ _—_ * 

Pia. And thou art wedded too, I hear; aye, 
and the father of a lovely boy the beir, no 
. 1. all his father's loyalty ; of all his mo- 

th. 

Al. The heir, I trufi, of all his father's ſcorn 
of fraud, oppreſſion, and bypocriſy—the beir, - 
of all his mother's. virtue, 8. 
truth the heir, I am ſure, to all s hate. 

Piz. Really! Now do 1 fel for tha or- 
phan; for fatherleſs to-morrow's ſun ſee 
that child. Alonzo, thy hours are numbered. 

Eky. Pizarro—no ! 

Piz. Hence—or dread my anger. 

Ebv. I will not hence; nor do 1 PR 
anger. 

Al. Generous lovelineſs ! ſpare thy unavail- 
ing pity. Seek not to thwart the tiger with his 

ey beneath his fangs. 

z. Audacious rebel! Thou a renegado from 
thy monarch and thy God! 
* Al. Tis falſe. 

Piz. Art thou not, tell me, a deſerter from 
thy country's legions—and, with vile heathens 
leagued, L thy native 
land ? 

Ah. No! Deſerter I am none ! I was not born 
among robbers! pirates! murderers! — When 
thoſe legions, lured by the abborred luſt of gold, 
and by thy foul pa urged, forgot the ho- 
nour of Caſtilians, and forſook the duties of hu- 
manity, THEY deſerted Ms. I have not warred 
againſt my native land, but againſt thoſe who 
have uſurped its power. The banners of my 

G country, 


42 | PIZARRO : 


country, when firſt ] followed arms beneath them, 
were Juſtice, Faith, and Mercy. If theſe are 
beaten down and trampled under foot—1 have 
| nor exiſts the power entitled to re- 
ith revolt. 


* w jadge and puniſh thee at 


good Las-Caſas have yet a ſeat 
to Heaven! 
apon the folly of Las- 
Caſas, what would . 
Eu. The folly of Las- Caſas Such, doubt- 
leſs, his mild precepts ſeem to thy hard- hearted 
wiſdom !---O! would I mig have lived as | 
will die, a ſharer in the follies of Las-Caſas ! + 
Al. To him I ſhould not need to urge the 
foul barbarities which drove me from. your fide ; 


would ſhow. him how now the opening 
en ſweet baſkiful pledges of 
8 SOT, ao their incenſe to the 


on the cheek 
il, ull laughing — 1 leads them to the 
* too . 


"Ds 


E PN 
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error won, 


devotion to the uue and 
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1 


Fins 


Pk 1 


—Bear him hence —he knows his ſentence. 
Al. Thy revenge is eager, and I'm thankful 
for it---to me thy haſte is mercy. For thee, 
ſweet pleader in misfortune's caule, accept my 
parting thanks. This camp is not thy proper 
ſphere. Wert thou among yon ſavages, as they 
are called, thou dſt find companions more con- 
genial to thy heart. 

. Yes; ſhe ſhall bear the tidings of thy 
death to Cora. 

Al. Inhuman man! that pang at leaſt might 
have been ſpared me; but thy malice ſhall not 
ſhake my conſtancy. I go to death---many 
ſhall bleſs, and none will curſe my memory. 
Thou ſtill wilt live, and ſtill wilt be—Pizarro. 


[ Exit, guarded. 
Elv. Now by the i ſcorn that burns. 
upon my ae is ſhamed and fiekened 


at the meanneſs of thy vengeance. 
Pix. What has thy romantic folly aimed at ? 
He is mine enemy, and in my power. 
Ev. He is in your power, and therefore is no 
more an enemy. Pizarro, I demand not of thee 
virtue -I aſk not from thee nobleneſs of mind--- 
I require only juſt dealing to the fame thou baft 
acquired; be not the aſſaſſin of thine own 
renown. How often have you ſworn that the 
ſacrifice which thy wondrous valodr's. high 
| __ won you from ſubdued Elvira, was 
| proudeſt 1 of your fame? Thou 
Let bear a mind not caſt in the common 
mould not formed for tame ſequeſtered love--- 
S. g mid houſchold cares to to an 
offspring, and wait the dull delight of an 
obſcure lover's kindnefs.--n0! my 


framed 


Piz. Officious advocate for 22 — 


was - 


ſcorn all 


and his country 


non for viſionary Boys 
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framed to look up with awe and to the 
object it adored ; my ears to own no muſic but 
the thrilling records of his praiſe; my lips to 
but the tales of his achieve- 
ments; my brain to turn giddy with delight, 
reading the applauding tributes of his monarch's 
's gratitude; my every faculty to 
throb with ir, while 1 heard the ſhouts of 
acclamation which announced the coming of my 
hero ; my whole ſoul to love him with devotion! 
with enthuſiaſm ! to ſee no other object to own 
no other tie---but to make mm my workLD! 
Thus to love is at leaſt no common weakneſs. 
---Pizarro !---was not ſuch wy love for thee ? 
Piz. It was, Elvira! 
Ev. Then do not make me hateful to myſelf, 


Pix. And ſhould poſterity applaud my deeds, 
think'ſt thou my mouldering bones would rattle 
then with tranſport in my tomb ?-—This is re- 
> Gras EA ad 
ſtand it not. The fame I value ſhall upli 
eſtimat ion 
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; le of a demthleſs name—po! prefer 
the grain of ſand on which you 


trample, ( ed canopy above 
thee. | deiry of proud am- 
bition, 1 ipped fo : who ſeeks 
| | 


f 


; 
; 


f 


f 


ö 


a 
: 
; 


ppl 
of 


Lan, 
_— 
8 


Do. Pizarro, if not to honour,” if not to hu- 
nanity, yet liſten to aſfection ; bear ſome me- 
ory of the facrifices I have made for thy fake. 

1 not for thee quired my. my 


; 


the 


* 


mor) 
Have 


8 


11 
25 


to Vary myſelf 
I' a6 ſhared 


Z 
: 
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therefore my ac- 
whole heart and balf 

my 

quis ae hy right 


my 
are animate 
noble the motives um a0 : 

rho could not feel as do, condemn, 


acts ac; — : | 
* 


aſpire 
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inſpire thee—fit advocate in virtue's cauſe !— 
Believe me, I pity thy tender feelings for the 
youth Alonzo !—He dies at fun-rife! ¶ Exit. 

Eo. Tis well ! *tis juſt I ſhould be humbled 
—] had forgot myſelf, and in the cauſe of in- 
nocence aſſumed the tone of virtue. "Twas fic 
1 ſhould be rebuked—and by Pizarro. Fall, 
fall, ye few reluctant drops of weakneſs—the 
laſt theſe eyes ſhall ever ſhed. How a woman 
can love Pizarro, thou haſt known too well 
how (he can hate, thou haſt yet to learn. Yes, 
thou undaunted ! Thou, whom yet no mortal 


43 


hazard has appalled ! Thou, who on Panama's 


brow didſt make alliance with the raving ele- 
ments, that tore the filence of that horrid night 
—— when thou didſt follow, as thy pioneer, the 
craſhing thunder's drift, and ftalking o'er the 
trembling earth, didft plant thy banner by the 
red volcano's mouth! Thou, who when battling 
on the fea, and thy brave ſhip was blown to 
ſplinters, waſt ſeen — as thou did'ſt beſtride a 
fragment of the fnoaking wreck—to wave thy 
ghittering (word above thy head—as thou would'tt 
defy the world in that extremity ! — Come, 
fearleſs man—now meet the laſt and felleft peril 
ot thy life meet! and ſurvive—aan injured wo- 


5 fury, if thou canſt. [Ei 


END OF THE THIRD ACT. 


ACT . 


— 


in the Rock, near the S 
ALonzo in Chains. —A4 
the Entrance. 


near 


Alonzo. OR the laſt time, I have beheld the 
ſhadow'd ocean cloſe the light. — 
For the time, thro* my cleft 's roof 
I now behold the qui 


F 
wvering luſtre of the ſtars. — 
For the laſt time, O fun! (and ſoon the hour) I 


ays, 

life ſpent worthily ſhould be meaſured by a nobler 
line—by deeds—not years Then woud'ft thou 
murmurnot—but bleſs the Providence, which in fo 
ſhort a ſpan, made THEE the inſtrument of wide and 
ſpreading bleſſings, to the helpleſs and opprefs'd !— 
ho' finking in decrepid age -u prematurely 
falls, whoſe memory records no benefit conferred by 
him on man : They only have lived long, who 

have lived virtuouſly. Hp © 
. H Enter 
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* 
— / 


Enter @ Soldier — ſhews the Centinel a Paſſport, who 
., evithdraws. © 


Alonzo. What bear you. there ? 

Sol. Theſe 2 I was order'd to leave 
in your dungeon. 

Al. By whom order'd ? | 

Sol. By the lady Elvira ; ſhe will be here her- 
felf 1 the dawn. 

Al. Bear back to her my humbleſt thanks; and 
take thou the refreſhments, friend—1 need them 
not. 

Sol. 1 have ſerved under you, Don Alonzo.— 
Pardon my ſaying, that my heart pities you. oY 

[ Exit. 

A. Ia Pizarro's camp, to pity the unfortunate, 
no doubt requires forgiveneſs. —f Looking out ) Sure- 
ly, even now, thin ſtreaks of glimmering light 
on the darkneſs of the Eaſt.If fo, my hfe is 
but ene hour more.—1 e 
dawn; but in the darkneſs of E 
prayer to thee, Power ! be for my 
wife and child Grant to on in _ 
cence and peace; grant health. purity 
mind—alt elfe. is worthleſs. (Enters the Cavern.) 

| Cent. Who's there? anſwer quickly 1 you's 


Kol. A Friar, come 10 viſe your priſoner. 


RoLLa enters, diſpuiſed as 4 Monk. 


- Bol. Inform me, friend Is not Ane the 
r confined in r | 


| Rel. I muſt ſpeak with bir. 
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n. You muſt not. 2 BOT 284 1 
(au. Not if he were your brother. 
Rol. What i to be bis fate? n 
a. He dies at ſun-riſe. ** Narr 
Na. Ha Ihen Ian come in tine. 
en. Juſt— to witneſs bis denth⸗ IT 
Kol. Soldier I muſt ſpeak with him, ' -— 
Cent. Back; —back:;--It is impoſſible t— - 
Rol. 1 do entreat you, but for one moment! 
2 You chireat in e 
Rol. inn g0 henee. | 
Cen. He _— a rb n 


— 
N Look owrhis of maiiivs gokd—look 
2 In thy own lind they 


will de wealth for — thine, beyond thy 
bope or with. Take chem—rbey:acerhine.—Let 
me but paſs one minute with Alenes. - 58 
Cen. Away! —- ound thou aud. 
Me! —an old Caſtilian — r 
_ R . 107. 
. Dhave. ee Ali Fer bh: 21a. 
Fe (Cas; Bour—haved, fel boys. 340 +7 
| Rel. Where dsf thou feave chem: | 
2 in my native N in — 
where elf was b na BR5.. 
Rol. Do'ſt thou lone thy children-and.aky wite d. 


Cen. Do love ch. G n 


| 0 — thaw weedkdoomtd to 
1 a eee 
wald bo by re! . 7 H„e 

[140 (HW Q- ;{ Hom 1 Af Jem 


4 
; oF. 2 
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_ Cen. That ſome of my comrades ſhould: carry 
my dyi P 
Noll. Oh! but if that .comrade was at thy pri- 
| ſon gate and ſhould there be fellow 
ſoldier dics at ſun-riſe,—yert thou ſhalt not for a 
IL. 14x — 
„ lang (gt x eggs ar 
— 2 thou think of him, who thus 
could drive thy comrade from the door ? 5 
Cen. How ! | 
- Bob Albano hes 2 wife and chil3—1 am come 
but to receive for ber, W the laſt 
bleſhog of my friend. 
5 2 Betires.) ; 
Rol. O holy Nature! 8 
in vain.— There is not, of our earth, a creature 
—— 


form, and life, human or ſavage—native 
of the foreſt wild, or giddy air—around whoſe 
patent boſom, rhOU haft not a cord entwined of 
power to tie them to their offspring's claims, and 
at thy will to draw them back to thee. On iron 
pennons barne—the blood-ftain'd vulture, cleaves 
the ſtorm—yet, is the cloſeſt to her 
| heart, ſoft as the Cygnet's down, and o'er ber un- 
hell d brood, the ring-dove fits not 
more _ Les — now he is beyond the 
EIA gate ! Alonzo !—Alanzo my 
ri 7 
AI. How!—ls my hour — * 
turning from the receſs,) 1 3 eser 
Kal. Alonzo,— knom me. 2323233 
Al. What voice is that?? + — 

Noll. Th Roles. 

AI. Rolla l-my ien ae 438 
nh how. could'ft thew gals the guard q Lid 

s habit 


3 Rak. 


| hope, bur from thy quick return. 
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| withdrawn- there is not a mo- 
in words; —this diſguiſe I tore 
| body of a Friar, as I paſs'd our 
field of battle—it bas gain'd'me entrance to thy 
| —now take it thou, and fly. 
Al. And Roll 
| Rol. Win remain here in thy place. 
A. And die for me !—No!— Rather. cxernal 
tortures rack me. 
Rol. I ſhall not die, Alenin— 1 is thy life Pi- 
zatro ſeeks, not Rolla's—and from my priſon ſoon 
will thy arm deliver me ;—or, ſhould it be other- 
wiſe—1I am as a blighted Plantain ſtanding alone 
-_ the ſandy deſart Nothing ſeeks or lives be- 
heber—Thou art a huſband, and a fa- 
der- Te being of a lovely wife and helpleſs in- 
83 thy life—Go !—Go! —Alonzo !— 
Go—to * thyſelf — but Cora, and thy 
child 
ge me not thus, my friend—I had pre- 


peace — you've 
fworn to hive +4 madneſs, miſery, and death ! 
For, be aſſured the ſtate I left her in forbids all 


her 


-M. Ob! God! 

Neal. If thou art yet irrefolute, Alonzo—now 
heed me well. think thou haſt not known that 
Rolla ever-pledg'd his word, and ſhrunk from its 
fulfilment—And, by the heart of truth I ſwear, 
if thou art proudly obſtinate to deny thy friend 
the tranſport of Cora's life, in thee, — 
no power that ſways the will of man ſhall ſtir me 
hence and thoult but have the def tri- 


whph, of fering Rolla periſh by thy 
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the aſſur d conviction, that 3 nd cy chald, 
are loſt for ever. 
A. Ohl. Rolla! e A r 
Rod..- A moment's frither pauſe; abd all is lat 
The dawn a es Fear not for me vill 
treat with Pizarro as for ſurrender and fubmiſfion ; 
IH ſhall time, doubt noat—while thou, with 
a choſen , Era fee; lecvet way, miay'f at 
might return — Earn, friend, and bear him 
back in triumpli —Y ten dear Albnzo!— 
Even now I hear the frantic' Cora call thee! 
Haſte ! Haſte ! — Hafte:! | 
Al. Rolla, I fear your friendſhip drives me from 
honour, and from right. | 
Rol. Did Rolla ever counſel chihonour to tris 


fend? 
preſerver !--{Embranigg — . 


— A. Ob! my 
KNal. I feel thy warm tram Wh 
cheek—Go!—l am rewarded—{Throws the Frear”s 
garment over Alonzo. )— There conceal thy face ; 
andthat they may not clank „welded chains 
Now God be with thee! 
A. Ar night we meet ga- ad 
ime Heaven! 1 * to wich 
thee ! ji r. 
Rol. {alone.) He _ paſe'd . He 
zs dale —He will ſoom embrace bis wife and chad 
— Now, Cora, did'ſt:thou not wrong me This 
2s —— = 2222 
man — Forge me, Gad of truth! am ww, 
— — chat we abe eee 
Les There! ¶Aſtingebis hund to brave) aſſuredi 
aye ſhall moet again: there pofſeis in. peace, 
Joys of e ice, awd — cans; 
' and embiter d. will tire, laſt 
. return before Alonzo may have pals d their 
[ Retires into the Receſs. 
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— * * 
4 43 57 1 rt 21444 2 


1 8 Euer 3 


22 Nor 
ge akk 1 1 


admiration which 1 

qt, Tal raiſe an ere in bor G bee 

* — honour would he reject 

the vengeance my heart has ag t the ty- 

rant, whoſe death alone can fave this land—yer, 
all the delight be mine to reſtore him to his Co- 


ra's arms, to his dear child, and x: ; the. unoffend- 
ing people, whom his virtues * * 
666— FOR Es 

—— a 


rem is Alneo? | 

Rol. Alonzo's fled. 

Bo. Hed! 
Rol. — he muſt te. 
don this roughneſs, (/cizing ber _— 2 mo- 
ment's to Alonzo's 

Eu. Wbat if I call the | 47 

Rel. Do ſo— Alonao ſtill gains time. 

— if thus I free myſelf ? (Sherws « 
ol. Striker it to my hearterStill, with the con- 
vulſive graſp of death, I'll hold thee faſt; uh 

 Elx. Releaſe mel give my faith, —— 
alarm the nor cauſe purſuit. - | 

Nod. . e liruft rhe A bold- 
neſs. in, thoſe 7 4 aſſures me thar — 14 
nodlee-: 1 n 
Elv, What is thy name ? Speak freely—By my 
„ere i remor'd beyond the cure pack. 
„ol. My name is Rolla. —— 
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Elv. The Peruvian Leader? 

Rol. 1 was fo yeſterday To- day, the Spaniard's 
captive. 


Ev. And friendſhip gs: eee 


to die 
far 


this act? 
Noll. Alonzo is my friend I am 
for him. Yor is the carl © lotion 
_—_— ny l 
One only paffion could uch 
„ b _ 
Rol. And that is 
Eko. Love? 
Rol. True! 


El. Gallant !\—ingenuous la es hes 


F 


Rol. How !—a- woman bleſs'd with gentleneſs 
and courage, and yet not Cora! 
8 think ſo meanly of all female 
Rot. Not ſo—you are worſe and better too than 
we are ! 
Ev. Were I to fave thee, Rolla, from the 
tyrant's vengeance—refſtore thee to thy native land 
—thy native land to peace—would'ſt thou not 
rank Elvira with the ? 
Rol. To judge the aftion, I muſt know the 
means. 
Elko. Take this 
Rol. How to be uled? 
Ek. I will conduct thee to the tent where fell 
Pizarro fleeps— The fcourge of innocence—the 
terror of thy race—the fiend, that deſolates thy 
afflifted country. 
vated. ard... 


— — 


Take back thy 
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Elv. Deeply as ſcorn and inſult can infuſe their 


y venom. 


Noll. And you aſk that I ſhall murder him in his 


ſleep ! 

Ev. Would he not have murder'd Alonzo in 
his chains? He that ſleeps, and he that's bound, 
are equally defencelefs. Hear me, Rolla—ſo may 
I proſper in this perilous act as fearching my full 
heart, I have put by all rancorous motive of pri- 
vate vengeance there, and feel that I advance to 
my dread purpoſe in the cauſe of human nature, 
and at the call of facred juſtice. 

Rol. The God of Juftice ſanQtifies no evil as 
a ſtep towards good. Great actions cannot be 
achieved by wicked means. 

Elv. Peruvian ! fince thou do'ſt feel fo coldly 
for thy country's this hand, tho' it re- 
volt my ſoul, ſhall ſtrike the blow. 

Rol. Then is thy deſtruction certain, and for 
Peru thou periſheſt !—Give me the dagger 

Elv. Now follow me ;—but firſt— and dreadful 
is 5 hard neceffiry—you muſt ſtrike down the 
ard. 

Rol. The ſoldier who was on duty here? 

Elv. Yes, him—else, fecing thee, the alarm 
will be inſtant. 

Rol. And I muſt ſtab that ſoldier as I paſs? — 
r. 


' Elv. Rolla! | 
Rol. That ſoldier, mark me, is a man.— All 
are not men that bear the human form. He re- 
fus'd my prayers—refus'd my gold—denying to 
admit me—till his own feelings brib'd bim. For 
my nation's ſafety, I would not harm that man! 
Elv. Then he muſt with us—be the hazard what 


it may. | 
I | Rot. 
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Rol. Be that plainly underſtood between us: 
for, whate er betide our enterprize, I will not riſk 
a hair of that man's head, to fave my heartſtrings & 
from conſuming fire. 


[ Exeunt. 
SCENE III. 
The inſide of Pizarro's Tent. — Pizarro on @ Couth, 
in diſturbed ſleep. 


Pix. (in bis ſleep.) No mercy, traitor. Now at 
his heart! Stand off there, you Let me ſee him 
bleed! — Ha! ha !, ha !—Let me hear that groan 


again. | 
Enter RoLLa and ELVIRA. 


Elv. There !—-Now, loſe not a moment. 
Rol. You muſt leave me now. This ſcene of 
blood firs not a woman's preſence. 

El». But a moment's pauſe may— 

Rol. Go! —Retire to your own tent—and return 
not here I will come to you—Be thou not known 
in this buſineſs, I implore you! 

Ev. I will withdraw the guard that waits. 

[ Exit Elvira. 

Rol. Now have I in my power the accurs'd de- 


ſtroyer of my country's peace: yet tranquilly he 


reſts. God !—can this man fleep ? 
Pix. (in his fleep.) Away! away !-—Hideous 
fiends !—Tear not my boſom thus 
Rol. No: I was in error - the balm of ſweet 
repoſe he never more can know. Look here, am- 
bition's fools !—Ye, by whoſe inhuman pride, the 
bleeding facrifice of nations is held as nothing 
hehold the reſt of the guilty ! He is at my mercy 
and one blow! - Nol—my heart and hand re- 
fuſe the act: Rolla cannot be an aſſaſſin * 
Ivira 
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Elvira muſt be ſaved ! {Approaches the Couch.) Pi- 
zarro ! awake !— | 

Pix. (Starts up.) Who? —Guard !— 

Rol. Speak not—another word 1s thy death--- 
Call not for aid !—this arm will be ſwifter than 
thy guard. 

Piz. Who art thou? and what is thy will? 

Rol. I am thine enemy! Peruvian Rolla! 
Thy death is not my will, or I could have flain 
thee ſleeping. 

Piz. Speak, what elſe ? 

Rol. Now thou art at my mercy—anſwer me 
Did a Peruvian ever yet wrong or injure thee, or 
any of thy nation? Didſt thou, or any of thy 
nation, ever yet ſhew mercy to a Peruvian in your 
power? Now ſhalt thou feel—and if thou haft a 
heart, thou'lt feel it keenly !---a Peruvian's 
ance ! (Drops the dagger at bis feet} There 
Pix. Is it poffible ! ¶ Malls afide confounded.) 
Rol. Can Pizarro be furpriſed at this ? I thought 
Forgiveneſs of Injuries had been the Chriſtian's 
precept—Thou ſeeſt, at leaſt, it is the Peruvian's 

ractice. 
5 Pix. Rolla — thou haſt indeed ſurprisd - ſub- 
dued me. (Walks again afide as in irreſolute thought.) 


Re-enter ELvIRA, (not ſeeing Pizarro.) 


Elv. Is it done? Is ne dead? [Sees Pizarro) 
How !—ftill living! Then I am loſt! And fee 
you, wretched Peruvians ! mercy is no more! 
Oh! Rolla ! treacherovs, or cowardly ?— 

Piz. How can it be, that— 

Rol. Away! Elvira (peaks (he knows not what |! 
Leave me (to Elvira) 1 conjure you, with Przarro. 

Elu. How —-Rolla, do'ſt thou think 1 _ re- 

3:0 tra 
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tract —or that I meanly will deny, that in thy 
hand I plac'd a poignard to be plung'd into that 
tyrant's heart ? No: my fole regret is, that I truſt- 
ed to thy weakneſs, and did not ſtrike the blow 
my ſfelf.---Too ſoon thou'lt learn that to 
that man 1s direſt cruelty to all thy race ! 

Piz. Guard! quick! a guard, to ſeize this fran- 
tic woman. | | 

Elv. Yes, a guard! I call them too! And foon 
I know they'll lead me to my death. But think 
not, Pizarro, the fury of thy flaſhing eyes ſhall 
awe me for a moment !—Nor think that woman's 
anger, or the feelings of an injur'd heart, prompted 
me to this defign—No! Had I been only influ- 
enced fo—thus failing, ſhame and remorſe 
would weigh me down. But tho' defeated and 
deſtroyed, as to I am, ſuch is the 8 of 
the cauſe that urged me, I ſhall periſh, glorying 
in the attempt, and my laſt breath of life ſhall 
ſpeak the proud avowal of my ſe---to have 
reſcued millions of innocents from the blood- 
thirſty tyranny of oxe---by ridding the infulted 


world of THEE. 
Rol. Had the act been noble as the motive--- 


| Rolla would not have ſhrunk from its perform- 
ance. 


Eater Guards. 


Pix. Seize this diſcover'd fiend, who ſought to 
kill your Leader. 

Elv. Touch me not, ar the peril of your fouls ; 
l am your priſoner, and will follow you.---But 
thou, their triumphant Leader, ſhalt hear me. Yet, 
firſt---for thee, Rol a, accept my forgiveneſs : even 
had I been the victim of thy nobleneſs of heart, I 
ſhould have admir'd thee for it But twas myſelf 


Pro- 
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provok'd my doom---Thou would'ſt have ſhielded 
me.---Let not thy contempt follow me to the 
Didſt thou but know the ſpell-like arts, 
y which this hypocrite firft undermin'd the virtue 
of a guileleſs heart! bow, even in the pious ſanc- 
tuary wherein I dwelt, 2 ption and by 
e in whom I moſt 
conſided· till my mes d fancy led me, ſtep 
by ſtep, into the abyſs of guilt 
Pix. Why am I not obey'd ?---Tear her hence! 
Elv. "Tis ut did'ſt thou know my ftory, 
Rolla, thou would'ſt pity me 
Rol. From my ſoul 1 do pity thee ! 
Pix. Villains! drag her to the dungeon !---pre- 
pare the torture inſtantly. 
Elv. Soldiers - but a moment more Tis to 
applaud your General—Ir is to tell the aſtoniſhed 
world, that, for once, Pizarro's ſentence is an 
act of juſtice : Yes, rack me with the 
tortures that ever agoniz'd the human frame; it 
will be juſtice. Yes—bid the minions of thy 
fury—wrench forth the finews of thoſe arms that 
have careſs'd, and——even have defended thee ! 
Bid them pour burning metal into the bleeding 
caſes of theſe eyes, that fo oft—oh, God !—have 
— with love and homage on thy looks then 
h me bound on the abhorred wheel— 
12 glut thy ſavage eyes with the convulfive 
ſpaſms of that diſhonour'd boſom, which was 
once thy pillow !—Yet, will I bear it all; for it 
will be juſtice, all! And when thou ſhalt bid 
them tear me to my death, hoping that thy un- 
ſhrinking ears may at laſt be feaſted with the 
muſic of my cries, I will not utter one ſhriek 


or groan—but to dren ds 
| 3 | | 
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ſhall deride thy vengeance, as my foul defies thy 
er. 

Pix. 8 to conceal his agitation.) 

Hear'ft thou the wretch whoſe hands were even 

now prepared for murder ? 

Rol. Yes! And if her accuſation's falſe, thou 
wilt not ſhrink from hearing her: if true, thy 
barbarity cannot make her ſuffer the pangs thy 
conſcience will inflict on thee. 

Elko. And now, farewell, world !---Rolla, fare- 
well Farewell, thou condemn'd of Heaven! 
{to Pizarro; )—for repentance and remorſe, 1 
know, will never touch thy heart.--- We ſhall meet 
again.---Ha! be it thy horror here, to know that 
we ſhall meet hereafter! And when thy parting hour 
approaches---bark to the knell, whoſe dreadful 
beat will ſtrike to thy defpairing foul. Then, 
will vibrate on thy ear the curſes of the cloiſter'd 
ſaint from whom you ſtole me. Then, the laſt 
ſhrieks which burſt from my mother's breaki 
heart, as ſhe died, appealing to her God _ 
the ſeducer of her child! Then the blood-ftifled 
groan of my murder'd brother---murdered by 
thee, fell monſter !—ſceking atonement for his 
ſiſter's ruin'd honour.---I hear them now! To me, 
the recollection's madneſs !---Art ſuch an hour, 
what will it be to thee! 

Piz. A moment's more delay, and at the peril 
of your lives 

Elv. I have ſpoken and the laſt mortal frailty 
of my heart is paſt. And now, with an undaunted 
ſpirit, and unſhaken firmneſs, I go to meet my 
deſtiny. Thar I could not live nobly, has been 
PizarRo's acT. That I will die nobly, ſhall be 
my OWN. [ Exit, guarded. 

Piz. Rolla, I would not thou, a warrior, 

vahant 
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valiant and renown'd, ſhould'ſt credit the vile 
tales of this frantic woman. The cauſe of all 


this fury---is a wanton paffion far the rebel 
youth Alonzo, now my priſoner. 


Rol. Alonzo is not now thylpriſoner. 

Piz. How! 7 | 

Rol. I came to reſcue him to deceive his 
= have ſucceeded ;— 1 remain thy pri- 


Pix. Alonzo fled!—Is then the vengeance 
deareſt to my heart never to be grarified ? 

Rol. Diſmiſs ſuch paſſions from thy heart; then 
thou'lt conſult it's peace. 

Piz. I can face all enemies that dare confront 
me- I cannot war againſt my nature. 

Rol. Then, Pizarro, aſk not to be deem'd a 
hero—To triumph o'er ourſelves, is the only con- 
queſt, where fortune makes no claim. In battle, 
chance may ſnatch the laurel from thee, or chance 
may place it on thy brow— but in a conteſt with 
thyſelf, be reſolute, and the virtuous impulſe muſt 
be victor. 

Pix. Peruvian ! thou ſhalt not find me to thee 
ungrate ful, or ungenerous—Return to your coun- 
trymen—You are at liberty. 

Rol. Thou do'ft act in this, as honour, and as 
duty, bid thee. 

Piz. I cannot but admire thee, Rolla; I wou'd 
we might be friends. 

Rol. Fajewell.—Pity and pardon Elvira !—Be- 
come the friend of virtue—and thou wilt be — 

Piz. Ambition! tell me what is the phantom 
I bave follow'd ? where is the one delight which 
it has made my own? My fame is the mark of 
envy—1My love, the dupe of treachery—my glory, 

echps'd 
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eclips'd by the boy I taught—my revenge, de- 
ans and rebuked by the rude honour of a ſavage 
foe—before whoſe native dignity of foul I have 
ſunk confounded and ſubdued ! I would I couꝰd 
retrace my ſteps - cannot -I would I could evade 
my own refle&ions !---No l thought and me- 
mory are my Hell. 

[ Exit. 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 
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ACT V. 


SCENE I. 


A thick Foreſt—dn the back ground, a Hut almoſt 
covered by Boughs of Trees —A dreadful Storm, 
with Thunder and Lightning. —CoRa has covered 
ber Child on a Bed of Leaves and Moſs — Her 
whole appearance is wild and diſtracted. 


Cora, NATURE! thou haſt not the ſtrength 
of love. My anxious ſpirit is un- 
tired in its march; my wearied, ſhivering frame, 
finks under it. And, for thee, my boy —when 
faint beneath thy lovely burthen, could I refuſe 
to give thy flumbers that poor bed of reſt! O 
my child ! were I affured thy father breathes no 
more, how quickly would I lay me down by thy 
dear fide—but down—down for ever. (7 hunder 
and lightning.) I aſk thee not, unpitying ! to 
abate thy rage, in mercy to 's miſery ; nor 
while thy thunders ſpare his flumbers will I diſ- 
turb my ſleeping cherub. Though Heaven knows 
I] with to hear the voice of life, and feel that life is 
near me. But I will endure all while what I have 
of reaſon holds. 


SONG. 


Yes, yes, be mercileſs, thou Tempeſt dire; 
Unaw'd, unſhelter'd, I thy fury brave : 
I'll bare my to thy forked fire, 
Let it but guide me to ALoxzo's grave ! 
I'll preſs his clay-cold lips, and periſh there. 
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On yon bed of moſs there lies my child, 
Oh! lies from theſe chill'd arms apart; 
He ſleeps, ſweet lamb! nor heeds the tempeſt wild, 
Oh! ſweeter ſleeps, than near this breaking heart. 


Alas ! my babe, it ov wat panel rofl 
Thy cradle muſt not be thy mother's breaſt. 


Yet, thou wilt wake a my boy 

— — ' 
Thy father never 

Thy laughing eyes will meet the light, 

Unconſcious that eternal night 

_ Veils his for ever. 


(Thunder and lightning.) 
Cora. Still, till, implacable! unf ele- 
ments! yet ftill do'ſt thou fleep, my ſmiling 
cherub ! O, death ! when wilt thou grant to this 
babe's mother ſuch repoſe? Sure I may ſhield 
thee better from the ſtorm; my veil may —— 
While ſte is wrapping her mantle and ber 
veil over bim, Alonzo's voice is beard of a 
great diftance. 
Al. Cora 
Cora. Hah!!! riſes.) 
Al. (again) Cora! 
Cora. O, my heart! Sweet Heaven deceive me 
not !—ls it not Alonzo's voice? 
A.. (nearer) Cora! 
Cora. It is—it is Alonzo ! 
Al. (farther off) Cora! my beloved ! 
Cora. Alonzo !—Here !— here !—Alonzo ! 
[ Runs out. 


Enter two Spanif Soldiers. 


1/ Sol. I tell you we are near our „ and 
the word we heard juſt now was the * . 
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2d Sol. Well, in our eſcape from the enemy, to 
have diſcover'd their ſecret e thro' the rocks, 
will prove a lucky chance to us—Pizarro will re- 
ward us. 

1/f Sol. This way The ſun, though clouded, is 
on our left. (Perceives the child.) What have we 
here? — A child !—as I'm a foldier. 

2d Sol. Tis a ſweet little babe. Now would 
it be a great charity to take this infant from its 

mother's power. 

1 Sol. It would fo, indeed—1 have one at home 
thall play with it---but mark me, comrade, how 
the child is drefs'd---this is no common toy Come 
along. (Takes the child. [ Exeunt. 


Re-enter Cora with ALonzZO. 


Cora. (ſpeaking without) This way, dear Alon- 
zo. Now am I * ight—chere—there—under that 
tree. Was it poffible the inſtinct of a mother's 


heart could miltake the ſpot ! Now will you look 


at him as he fleeps, or thall I bring him waking 
with his full blue laughing eyes to ny or ri you 
at once—Yes—yes.--Stand thou there Ill ſnatch 
him from his roſy ſlumber, bluſhing like the per · 
fum'd morn. 
She runs up ſo the ſpot, and, only the 
mantle and veil, which ſhe tears from the 
ground, and the child our, forieks, and 
Hands in ſpeechleſs agony 
Al. (running to ber) 2 heart's be- 
loved! 
Cora. He is gone! 
Al. Eternal God! - 
Cora. He is gone !—my child! my child! 
Al. Where did you leave him ? 7 
Cora. ¶ Daſbing herſelf on the ſpot.) Here ! 
Al. Be Doſing hl GRE has wak'd, and 
K 2 crept 


68 PIZARRO : 


crept to a little diftance—we ſhall find him—Are 
you affured this was the ſpot you left him in ? 
Cora. Did not theſe hands make that bed, and 
ſhelter for him ?—and is not this the' veil that co- 
vered him ? 
Al. Here is a hut yet unobſerved. 
Cora. Ha! yes, yes ! there lives the ſavage that 
has robb'd me of my child —{ Beats at the door, ex- 
claiming) Give me back my child — reſtore to me 
my boy ! 


Enter Las Casas from the Hut. 


Las C. Who calls me from my wretched ſoli- 
tude ? 
Cora. Give me back my child! (Goes into the 
but, and calls) Fernando ! 


Al. Almighty powers! do my eyes deceive me 


Las Caſas!!! 

Las C. Alonzo, —my belov'd young friend! 
Al. My rever'd inſtructor. Embracing.) 
Cora. (Return d.) Will you embrace this man 

before he reſtores my boy ? 

Al. Alas, my friend—in what a moment of mi- 

ſery do we meet! | 

Cora. Yet his look is goodneſs and humanity. — 

Good old man, have compaſſion on a wretched 

mother—and I will be your ſervant while I live. — 

But do not, for pity's fake—do not ſay, you have 

him not—do not ſay, you have not ſeen him. 


(Runs into the Wood.) 
Las C. What can this mean ? 


Al. She is my wife. l, juſt refcued from the Spa- 
niards* priſon, learn'd ſhe, had fled to this wild 
foreſt— Hearing my voice, ſhe left the child, and 
ſlew to meet me. Cora returns.) OY 


— 


2 „ — 
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Las. C. How! did ſhe leave him? — 

Cora. O, you are right right unnatu 
mother, that I was—l left my child forſ 
my innocent but I will fly to the earth's brink, 
but I will find him. (Runs oat.) 

Al. Forgive me, Las Cafas, I muſt follow her : 
for at night, I attempt brave Rolla's reſcue. 
Las. C. I will not leave thee, Alonzo—you 
muſt try to lead her to the right—that way lies 
your camp Wait not my infirm ſteps, —I follow 
thee, my friend. [ Exenat. 


SCENE II. 


The Out-Poſt of the Spaniſh Camp.—The back 
ground wild and rocky, with a Torrent falling 
down the Precipice, over which a Bridge is formed 
by a felPd Tree. 
Almagro. (Without.) Bear him along —his ſtory 
muſt be falſe. {Entering.} 


RoLLa (in Chains) brought in by Soldiers. 


Rol. Falſe !—Rolla, utter falſchood !—I would 

I had thee in a deſert with thy troop around thee ; 

— I, but with my ſword in this unſhackled 
Alm. Is it to be credited that Rolla, the re- 

nown'd Peruvian hero ſhou d be detected like a 

ſpy, ſkulking thro' our camp? 

Rol. Skulking ! | 

Alm. But anſwer to the General---he is here. 
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Enter Pizarro and Officers. 


Pix. What do I ſee ! Rolla! 

Rol. O! to thy ſurpriſe, no doubt. 

Piz. And bound too ! 

Rol. So faſt, thou need'ft not fear approaching 
me. 

Alm. The guards ſurpriſed him, paſſing our 
out- poſt. 

Pix. Releaſe him inftantly.---Believe me, I re- 


gret this inſult. 
Rol. You feel then as you ought. 


Pix. Nor can I brook to fee a warrior of Rolla's 
fame diſarm'd---Accept this, tho” it has been thy 
enemy's. * a fward.} The Spaniards know 
the courteſy that's due to valour. 

Rol. And the Peruvian, how to forget offence. 
1 May not Rolla and Pizarro ceaſe to be 

? 
Rol. When the ſea divides us—yes !—May I 


now depart ? 
Rol. And ſhall I not again be — ? 
Pix. No.---let the word be given that Rolla 


paſſes freely. 


Enter DavIILA and Soldiers, with the Child. 


Dav. Here are two ſoldiers, captived yeſterday, 
who have eſcap'd from the Peruvian hold,---and 
by the ſecret way we have fo long endeavoured to 
diſcover. | 

Pix. Silence,---imprudent !—Seeſt thou not--- ? 


pointing to Rolla. ) 
. Dav. In their way, they found a Peruvian 


child, who ſeems —— 
Px. 


A TRAGIC PLAY. 71 


Piz. What is the imp to me ?---Bid them toſs 
it into the ſea. 

Ral. Gracious heaven! it is Alonzo's child !--- 
give it to me. | 

Piz. Ha! Alonzo's child !—Welcome, thou 
pretty hoſtage.— Now Alonzo is again my pri- 
ſoner | | 

Rol. Thou wilt not keep the infant from it's 
mother ? 

Piz. Will I not !—What, when I ſhall meet 
Alonzo in the heat of the victorious fight— 
think'fſ thou I ſhail not have a check upon the 
valour of his heart, when he is reminded that a 
word of mine is this child's death? | 

Rol. I do not underſtand you. 


Piz. My vengeance has a long arrear of hate 


to ſettle with Alonzo !—and this pledge may 
help to ſettle the account. | 

Rol. Man! Man !—Art thou a man ?—Could'ſt 
thou hurt that innocent ?---By Heaven! it's ſmil- 
ing in thy face. 

Piz. Tell me, does it reſemble Cora? 

Rol. Pizarro! thou haſt ſet my heart on fire 
If thou do'ſt harm that child---think not his blood 
will fink into the barren ſand---No !---faithful 
to the eager hope that now trembles in this in- 
dignant heart---"twill rife to the common God of 
nature and humanity, and cry aloud for vengeance 
on it's accurs'd deſtroyer. 

Piz. Be that peril mine. 

Rol. (Throwing bimſelf at bis feet) Behold me 
at thy feet---Me, Rolla!---Me, the preferver of 
thy life !---Me, that never yet have bent or bow'd 
before created man !---In humble agony I ſue to 
you---proſtrate I implore you---but ſpare that 
child, and I will be your flaye. * 

*. 


— 
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Piz. Rolla! till art Tnou free to go Ts 


BOY remains with me. | 
Rol. Then was this ſword Heaven's gift, not 
thine ! (Seizes the Child) Who moves one ſtep to 
| follow me, dies upon the ſpot. | 
(Exit, with the Child. 
Pix. Purſue him inſtantly---bet ſpare his life. 
L Exeunt Almagro and ſoldiers.] With what fury 
he defends himſelf !--- Ha !-- he fells them to the 
ground---and now | 


Enter ALMAGRO. 


Alm. Three of your brave ſoldiers are already 
victims to your command to ſpare this madman's 
life; and if he once gains the thicket— 

Piz. Spare him no longer. | Exit Almagro. } 
Their guns muſt reach him---he'll yet efcape--- 
holloa to thoſe horſe---the Peruvian fees them 


---and now he turns among the rocks then 


is his retreat cut off. 


(Rolla croſſes the wocden bridge over the cataraft, 
purſued by the ſoldiers---they fire at him---a 
Hot flirikes bim--- Pizarro exclaims —— 

Piz. Now! quick! quick! ſeize the child !--- 

{ Rolla tears from the rock the flone which ſupports 
the bridge, and retreats by the back ground, 
bearing off the child.) ee 


Re-enter ALMAGRO. 


Alm. By Hell»! he has eſcaped !- and with 
the child unhurt. | 
Dav. No---he bears his death with him 
Beliexe me, I ſaw him ſtruck upon the fide. 
Piz. But the child is fav'd---Alonzo's child! 
Oh! the furies of diſappointed vengeance ! | 
n. 
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1 le Une ah 
you at once to the 


ie whEre awe odga ber women, and 


Right, Almagro! Swift as thought 
NIN 2.98 


aer cg for werte den, Almagro! 1 
verde is informed Elvira dies | 
2 He i-—and one requeſt alane the——- 
Pix. I'll hear of none. 

| Aim. The boon is finall---'tis but for the no- 


Als. A 


Piz. Well, do as thou wilt---but ten Valverde, 
that at our return, as his life ſhall anſwer it, to 


let me hear that ſhe is dead. [Exennt, feveralh. 


SCENE III. 
Ae Tent. 


Euter FRE? follow'd by Cora and Sed. 


Cor. Oh ! Avoid me not, Ataliba ! To whom, 
but to her Ki is the wretched mother to addreſs 


{Voices behind) Rolla ! Ralle 1 Rolle? 
. bleeding, with the child, ellows'd by 
; ; Peruvian ſoldiers. 1 of 


Rel. Thy child! {Gives the child into Care's 
arms, aud falls.) 

Cora. God l-—there's blood pon him ! 

Rel. "Tis my blood, Cora! 

| Mn: Rolla, chou def! 

Kol. For thee, and Cora.---(Dies.) 


Enter Ox ano. 


Oran. Fre has revealed our * in the 
rocks. Even nom the foe aſſails the peaceful band 
retired for there. 

Alon. Loſe not a moment !---Swords be quick ! 
—Your wives and children cry to you—Bear our 
lov'd hero's body in the van — "Twill raife the 
fury of our men to madneſs.---Now, fell Pizarro ! 
the death of one of us is near !--- Away! Be the 
ee a. 22 

| (Cnancr.) 


SCENE. IV. 


4 * of the Receſs among Se Rocks... 

(Alarms) Women are ſees flying, 7 
Spaniſb Soldiers. Ibe Perruias Soldiers drive u 
rd back from 5 n * 


Enter Pia. are, ALMAGRO, Finn et. 
* Bo. 


; Pn. Well !—if farrounded, we mult p. b in 
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the „ tw 
tude cheir heads? t. "4 


Euter ALonzo, Orano, and Peruvians. 


| Abu. Aloazotnfecrs thee, and Alonzo's frord 
ſha ſpeak for Rolls. * 1 

iz. Thou know'ft advantage num 
. = 
r 
teſt only ours. * 
Pix. — * . 
. A= is l, and be is 


oy Now, traitor, — | 2 
At this moment Elvira enters, habited | when Fi. 
zarro firff bebeld ber. -Pi 2 d, A 
back.--- Alonzo renews the Fight, and flays him. 

(Loud ſhouts from the — 


| ATALIBA & enters, and embraces Aronz2o. 


Ata. My brave Alonzo | 
| Alm. Alonzo, we fubmir.---Spare w! weuld 
embark, and leave the coaft. 

Val. Etrirs will conſeſs I ſav'd ber life; ſhe has 
* 2 4 ly 

Alan. Fear not. ou are 2. (Spariar 
down their arms} © * 

Eko. Valverde (pes che truth ;—tve ela le 
think to meet me here. — An awful 1 which 
my ſout could not refiſt, impelld me hither. - 

Alan. Noble Elvira! my preferver ! How can 
I ſpeak. whet 1, Ataliba, and] his refcoed coma, 
owe to thee ? al tan * 


would ſt Nr B30; * | | SST $ 
n ä 2 Bo. 
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PIZARRO. 


Ev. Alonzo, no !—the deſtination of my future 
life is fix'd. Humbled 1 in penitence, I will en- 
deavour to atone the guilty errots, which, however 
maſk'd by ſhallow cheat fulneſs, have 


con 
ſum d my fecret heart. When, by * 
purified, and.penitence fincere, my ſoul ſhalt dare 
addrefs the Throne of Mercy in bebalf of others, 


T for thee, Alonzö— for thy Cora, and thy child, | 
for thee, thou virruous Monarch, and the inno- 
cent race .you r over, ſhall Elvira's ers 
addreſs the God of Nature. Valverde, you bave 
preſerved my life. Cheriſh humanity —avoid the 
foul —_ .thou haſt view'd.---Spaniards re- 
turning to your native home, affure your rulers, 
they miſtake the road to glory, or to power.---Tell 
them, that the purſuits of avarice, conqueſt, 8 
ambition, never yet. made a people happy, or 
a nation great.---(Cafts a — , oaonas 
body of Pizarro as ſhe paſſes, and exit.) 


( Flouriſb of Trumpets.) 

"—_— 7 nr — e. rom 
4 0's -04 4 | 
3 — of Mie, 


Aon. Ataliba l think not 1 with to check the 
voice of triumph. ben I entreat we firſt may 
pay the tribute due ta bur lov'd Rolla's memory. 


A ſolemn March Proceſſion of Perrvias Soldiers, 
- heart 's Bey d A Nr, 
Military: Tronies. 1 The Pigs and — 

c4tlending chm & Dirge auer ib Bier. AEO 
and Cuia * — 1 

the ; 52 
is bft, in 25 wy the falles f r 
18 291 


„„ ee Curtain fowly 1 
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Exe Suſpenſe has aura in thiodbing fear, 
Or Melancholy 'wip'd the grateful tear, | 
While cen th@ miſeries of a ſinking Sue. 

A Monarchs danger, and a Nation's fate, © | 
Command not no your eyes with grief to flow, 
Loſt in a trembling Mother's nearer woe; | 
What moral lay ſhall Poetry rehearſe, —- 
Or how ſhall Elocution pour the verſe 

So ſweetly, that its muſic ſhall repay 

The lov'd illufion, which it drives away ? 
Mine is the taſk, to rigid cuſtom due, 

To me ungrateful, as tis harſh to you, 

To mar the work the tragic ſcene has wrought, 
To rouſe the mind that broods in penſive thought, 
To ſcare Reflection, which, in abſent dreams, © - 
Still lingers muſing on the recent themes; 
Attention, ere with cohtemplation tir d, 
To turn from all that pleas d, from all that fir'd; 
To weaken leſſons ſtrongly now impreſt, — 
And chill the inveſt Joving jnvhe hnad-— - - 
Mine is the taſk; and be it mine ta ſpare © 

| The ls ta pt, the iy th, he; 
Ern with no unhallow'd jeſt dc 4 
e —_ "Con 


— 


* 
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EPILOGUE. 
Een gay THAL1A will not now refuſe 
This gentle homage. to.her Siſter-Muſe. 
O ye, who liftei to the plaintive'ſtrain, 
With ſtrange enjoyment, and with rapturous pain, 
Who erſt have felt the Straxger's lone deſpair, 
And Haller's ſettled, ad, remorſeful care, 
S 
The inexpreſſive anguiſh of delight? 
Do Gras fears, . 
With leſs ſolicitude engroſs the ſoul ? 4 
Ah, no! your minds with kindred zeal approve 
Maternal feeling, and heroic love. 
You muſt approve ;- where Man exiſts below, 
In temperate climes, or mĩdſt drear waſtes of ſnow, 
Or where the ſolar fires inceſſant flame, 
Thy laws, all- powerful Nature, are the ſame : 
Vainly the Sophiſt boaſts, he can explain 
The cauſes of thy univerſal reigg— _, 
More vainly would his cold preſumptuous art 
Diſprove thy general empire o'er the heart: 
A voice proclaims thee, that we muſt believe, 
A voice, that ſugely ſpeaks not to deceive ; 9 
That voice poor, Cra heard, and cloſely preſt 
Her darling infant to her fearful breaſt ;_ | 
Diſtracted dar d the bloody. field to tread, 
And ſought Ales jhraugh the beaps of dead, 
Eager to catch the muſic of his breath, 
Though iaheriog is the agonies of death, * 
To touch his lips, rr 48 
Arid claſp his boſom, though it ſiream d with gere; 
nut voice dο Kojg beard, and, greatly begue, te t 
e 8 * 
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EPHOG un- 


Beheld her tranſports, and enpiring mid At 


That voice ye heaz+Ob! 2 5 

Anmurg a | 
nr Iro 7 
To all that heav'aly Piety inſpireß, a 


To all that Praife repeats through r 
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A cEnuins Eon, from the Original Copy, 

By R. B. SHERIDAN, Efq. 

1s in the Preſs and will nl peel be publiſhed. 


urs N having P the 
Copy-right of the, above erlebt. Comedy, 
gives Notice, that the Venders of the Spurions, 
Copies which have been attempted to be im- 
poſed on the Public; ill be proſecuted as the 
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A Farce, in Two Acts; as performed at the 
Theatres Royal in Covent-Garden and the 
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